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THE 
 AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 
act I SCENE I. 
Peaſants in rural Merriment, after Harveſt. 
Sir FELIX and cent TON. 


CHORUS. 
HR nas: 
blithe day 


1 when gliding fo ſmooth]y away 
Comp. Let poets Mill carol the beautics of Spring, 
And love-lora ſhepherds of ſummer may fing ; 


u autumn beſtows full fruition of joy, 


wanker — 
| That never can cloy. 


Sir Fel. The yellow leaf falling, preſems the wiſe page, 
That bids us lay ap for our winter of age ; 


r 
* Here we fing, &c. 


Sir Fel. There there, get you gone all to the lawn, 


and be a merry 23 good cheer, ſtrong beer, and the pipe 


* life and to our maſter Sir Fe- 
9” happy days a 

yo O Compton ! I am ſo happy to d tb o't that | 
your old ſervant Thomas ? 
Comp. Ay, Sir Felix, now my old ſervant: fidelity 


roots the poor fellow'in a barren ſoil. 


Sir Fel. De Deſire Lingo to come here, (Exit John ) Here 
Thomas drink my health. (gives him money.) We'll have 


| none of our verdure wither to day, for want of moiſture. 
(Exit Thomas.) _ 


A2 


| facing the foe, 
ying from 


$ O N G. 
Thus, thus, my boys, our anchor's weigh'd, 
See Britain's glorious flag diſplay'd ! 
Unfurl the ſwelling fail ! 


Depos d by Jore's decree, 
Who hails a free-bora Britiſh tar 
Tue ſev'reign of the ſea. 
Now, we leave the land behind, 
Pethaps to meet no more! 
Great George commands gj it mult be ſo; 
And g'ory calls; then let us go! 
Nor ſigh a wiſh for ſlice. 


A fail a-head, our decks we clear ; 
Our canves croud; the Chace we near, 
In vain the Frenchman flies. 


For Neptune, k. 
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A breadfde pour'd thro' clouds of ſmoke, . 


A prize ! we tow her into port, 
And hack ! ſalutes from every fort, 


hazza 
2 | For Neptane, ar. 


Sir Fel. Thank ye thank ye, old partner! Od! I'm 

fo happy to-day ! 

Comp. Pray, Sir Felix, may I beg to know the cauſe 
happineſs, and 


You know this was always my intention. 
Comp. And is this all certain? 
rr 
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ing for him too. Why, do you know, Compton, he has 
made a conqrzeit of a rich cheeſemonger s widow in the 
this old mouldy widow will have him in ſpite of his teeth; 
and thinking him ſtill incapable of repaying her in coin, 
aQually deſigns to hum him with an attorney, and follow 
him here iato the country, to force him into marriage. Hh, 
ha, ha! but where's Eugene now? becauſe the bride- 
| groom's preſence is neceſſary at a wedding you know. 
Comp. 1 left him at home drawing. 


Sir Fel. At ſtudy how to get his bread by ſcratching 
upon copper, or daubing canvaſs. Ha, ha, ha! 


Sir Fel. And Laura in London, 
dreds I gave her this morning. 
Comp. Without an idea that I am her father, or eren 
bounty. O Sir Felix! to ſo na- 

gratitude is a feather. 


into ö 
| honeſty, a pital as the world goes ! I have now the 
| e 
; ! Lingo, ingo! 
* + Comp. I ſee have brought home your new butler. 
Sir Fel. Ves, Sir; but he's a curſi fellow, as ignorant 
* dirt. It ſcems he has been a ſchoalmaſter here in te 
-' country, taught all che bumpkin fry what he calls Lam; 
and the damn'd dog ſo patches his own bad Engliſh with 
his bits of bad Latin, and jumbles the Gods, Goddefſe,.. 
celeſtial and infernal together as fuch u rae: | 
him to oblige a fooliſh old friend of mine, who it- 
im for Saint Omers ; ſo I muſi keep him to du 
ine, and brew balderdaſh Latio.—Liago* 
fee a carriage coming down the avenue. |. 
Eh! it's Laura. Step you home for Eugene. 


Sir Fel. 


* 
rr 


ö 


Bir Fel. En 
| Wo Laura! welcome 
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Compton ? not a word till 1 matter 4 
Ecod ! they'll be a6 happy. Ty | 


home, 1 
I thank you, Sir.—Here, Fringe, Alt het. 


bing into the houſe. 


/—very 


' he deliol * 
I rattled up to my Milline 
ing taſte 


- guineas !-—Bong- ! 
Pretty cays in Gt 
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s ON G. 
To an Iriſh Tune. 
ts Je when bound. for France, 
Tue golling you dilcover : 


2 to fence, and dance, 
A fai d gooſe comes over. 

Wi kis tierce and carte, (a, fa / 

And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha! has 

He charms each female heart, oh la ! 
As Jacky returns from Dover. 


For cocks and dogs, ſee "ſquire &t — 


And bs ee fo n ha ! 


pon its downy wings, 
. (7s 


And mounting ſweetly ſings. 


= uu a Or 23 13 _._ # 


—— 


| 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 9 


\ 


Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, 
Suſpended high in air; 
Bot gently dropping to the neſt, | 
Fiads real pleaſure there. [Exit. 
Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha !-—Poor Laura. I'll ſurpriſe you 
,—Lingo !—Where is this crazy butler of mine? 


| Liago !—O ! here he comes at laſt. Now will be 
| ne with his damn d barbarous Latin. —Lingo ! * 


Enter Lingo. 
Lin. l'm here, Domine Felix. 
Sir Fel. Domine ! I'll Domine your blockhead againſt 
the wall, if you Domine me. | 
Lin. I won't, Domine Felix. 
Sir Fel. Again! 
Lin. I've done, Domine Felix. 
Sic Fel, Are your knives and glaſſes, and every thing 
ready for ſapper ? | 
Lin. All ready, Domine Felix. | 
Sir F. J. O damn your Domine !—Pray, Lingo, fiir 
and be clever z—a great deal to do; — And I beſeech 
you, let me hear no more of your curled Latin. [ Exit. 


ESE ESSGTR 


Lin My curſed Latin 1 a bleſſed ignorant family this 1 


have got into! 
Enter Cudden. 
Cudden, whither ſo faſt ? . 

Cud. I am going upon the lawn to be merry, and to 
dance with my ſweetheart. Cowllip the dairy-maid. 
We'll have ſuch game = . 

Lin. Game! Cudden, you muſt know the Olympic 
games were propria quz maribus maſcula dicas. 
Cad. 1 know nought of French, maſter Lingo. 1 
loves to hear pood Engliſh, becauſe as why, I ſpeaks good 


glich; and ſo good bye, meiſter butler. [Ext. 


Enter Stump. 
Lin O farmer Stamp! 
Stu I can't ſtay. 
Liz. You can't ſtay ! O you Adonis of the wood !— 
Vt ſunt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 
Stu. I don't underſtand Greek. , 
Lin. Ay, ay, all my _— Greek to theſe people, 
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you unhappy clowns, oh you Cyclops! 


3 
to jig it wan fawns 
bampkins. Aud here ſhe comes. "OY 


Enter Cowſlip, add e ind cnc. 


Gr. 1 have pat the heck into the fyllabub, Me. La. 
£0, and here it is. 
Lin. What a ſenſible ſoul it is! 


Boreas, and other gentle breezes 2. | 
love the fragrant gales. Cowſlip, fit doun. Your're t 


were ſuckled by a wolf. They raviſhed the Sabine git 1 
Lager + Italy. 

. Ah! ſach fellows would find room any where. 

in. Jupiter was a fine god. He ſwam on a bull u 
Europe. He went into a flaſh of fire for Semele. 

Cow. Yes, Sir, he'd go any lengths for bis ale. 
Lin. I mean his amours. | 
cw. O ay; he's drink with Moves or Tecks oh. 


1K 


cu. ow! 1 am ſerus. 
| Lin. O Cowlſlip, the great old heroes perhaps you have 
 merer heard of, Homer, Moſes, Here, or War Ty- 


. the 
= o cd, the fine gods but ſer a mortal exit 
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Cow. More ſhame for'em, Mr Lingo, 1 fay ! 

Lim. Jove loved an eagle, Mars a lion, Phozbus a 
cock, Venus a pigeon, Minerva loved an owl. 
Cow. I ſhould not have thought of your cock lions, 


r 
duck. 


mea 
Lin. If you was Flora or Ceres 


aA Fre He's a clown, 


[amere pheaſant ; and yet, I ſuſpe&t this Favnus, this | 


young Silenus is the deity, the great pan of the dairy. 
Gow. 1 could not ſet my cream, Sir, without a pan in 


S O N G. 
Such beauties in view, I 


Your breath all fo ſweet ! 
B 2 
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To the tip of your lip, 


When pirls like 
1 faddle — * 
And ride up Parnaſſus, | 
To Helicon's ſtream ; | 
Even that is a puddle, 
Where others may muddle ; 
My noſe let me foddle. 
In bowls of your cream ; | 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his Nectar, | 
Of Gods the direQor, 
And 1bunder above: 
I'd quaff off a foll can 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, | 
Or Jove the old bull can, * 
To ber that | love. ED j 
Chorus What poſies, &c. | 


SCENE I. 4 Chamber. 
| Enter Laura. 5 
Where can Eugene be ? at home, over his boch 11 
painting, 1 ſuppoſ2. He'd be here if he thought Ins | 
come back Yes, he is all tenderneſs and attention; ] 
but his diffidence and provoking reſpe& almoſt make = 
angry ſomeumes. How a lutle abſence endears to w the 
obj< of our affection! | 
Enter Eugene. 5 
Fug. You have been io London, madam. 
L iu. Jo returned, Eogene. Why will you eil | 
" madam ? you know I don't like it. | 
Eug. Impute my offence to the real cauſe, my Tye 
to my divine Laura. | . 
its ſource, the 


l. au Send your reſpect back to 

of dir Felix. e 0 | | 
Eug. My love, you have my heart, my life. 

whea i refle& on the diſtance my fate bas throw 
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from youu, it checks my preſumption. I endeavour to hide 
from ſelf cootempt, and would, if poſſible. ſhrink from 
my own opinion, 
Lex. What was I, Engene ? » poor, abandoned or- 
; and but for the kind attention of Sir Felix, 1 
Old he a wennbed exit, cal capttines Ge ach ce 
| Cception poverty mult expect from a hard and ſordid world. 
Eng. O my love, had we been born humble villagers, 
with my Laura I ſhould have been happy. 
Lau. And I too with my Eugene. 
| DU E I. 
| Happy, harmleſs, rural pair, 


| | Void of jealouſy or care; 
| Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 


1 Dulcet notes of peace and love 


| Say ye prond, ys rich and great, 
1 |  Circled round with noiſe and ſlate; 


Real pleaſures can ye prove ? 

No, *tis found in rural love. 
1 They retire up the flage. 
In Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 
"ion; | Sir Fel. Compton, look there, a pair of turtles. . 
te me ſee there s looks of love. 
u th Comp. Unfcigned affeQion indeed, Sir. 
Sir Fel. Egad / I' fargeile them. 11! diſturb their 


tranquillity. 
___ Comp. Dear Si— 
Sir Fel. Be quiet, man: Their joy will be greater af- 
terwards. —Ha ! Eugene! my boy, we han't bad a diſh 
of chat to day, | 


ug. The loſs was mine, Sir. 
Sir Fel. Compton, now for it.—Laura, de you know 
that Lam very happy 10-day ? 


- a Dear Sir, you never can be bappier than 1 in- 
cere'y wilh you. 
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Si Fe“. I thank you, ci.id —Yes, * ba, bat 

de ght in wedding. 

Lau. Sir — 

Sir Fei. We are o have « wedding under unte 
_ Eugene. 

Eug. Iodeed Sir? 

Sir F.! Yes: 1 

Eug Who Sir ? | 

Sir F. Laura, 

Leu. Ne Sir! 


Sir Fel Yes; I am going to marry you to my fon, | 
Eug. Son! Have zou a ton, 


Comp. He has, Lugene ; a ſon worthy of inch a fa 


ther. 

Eug-nc. And he is to be united to Laura ! 

Sir Fel. Yes, Eugere, he's a good lad. I'll aſſure you 
you'll like him exccedivgly, Eugene. Egad ! you'll never 
be out of his company. 
hopes, crown my wiſhes, and end my cares. You've no 
objection, Læura ? 

Laura Gratitude, Sir, muſt ever make your will the 
guide of mine — Till now I never felt Ge Hoof 2 go 

rent. (Afid.) 
Eugene. Never till now did 1 regret the want of a for- 
tune. (Haide) 

Compton. My heart bleeds for them. 

Sir Fel Nonſenſe! when happineſs comes unexpected, 
it brings a double bleſſing, and cheers like the ſun from 
behind a cloud. 

Q UT MW-T e. 
Sir Felix. O how ſweetly pleaſure's taſted, 
| Uſher'd in by grief or pain! 
Ever joy, ſome joy is waited ; 
Gi e me ſunſhine after rain. 
Compton. A trial fo ſevere diſcovers 
| "Trove affeclion's real charms : 
Hapleſs, happy, faithful lovers“ 
5 Soon you'll bleſs each other's arms. 
Sir Felix. Ohenxq :ifne pleafore ! 
Oh joy beyond m-:aſure ! 
What ſzy yen, my Laura? what ſay 
you, my ſi ĩend? 


But be's at hand to bleſs ay. 


_ « 2 as A <> __ 
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"Then hey for a wedding 
And hey for a bedding ! 
And hey for a baby at nine months end. 
e Cdleſtial patience. meck-ey'd maid, 


E. [mpart thy levient power 
" _ ans 3 net iy lven overt 
Eugene. And cheer the adverſe bour. 
| Sir Felix. We'll be merry, by jngo; 
I've got ſome old relicks 
Of Bacchus —— why Lingo ! 


Enter Lingo. 
Lingo, Here Domine Felix. 
Sir Felix. You know my choice old ſack, 
. Go fetch a dozen bottles; 
Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 
Linga. Aud bibo all our throitles. 
Sur Felix, A ſeaſt's not worth a fig 
Without a lui:y jorum. 
Lingo, Hey popolorum jg. 8 
Hey jingo popolorum. 
CHORUS. 
Hey popolorum jig, 
Hey jiggo popolourm, 


2 2 2 7 
SCENE 1. An Inn. 


Sicane.GO, my glaſs of brandy and water is finiſhedz 
| D and by; this time the horles are putting to. 
Mrs. C. We'll be upon him. He has got my letier 
by this; and Sir Felix Friendly, who lives here below, 
has given me notice of Eugene's iatentions to marry an or- 
| phan girl ſomewhere here in the country; but I think 1'tt 
| forbid che baons. You've the write ready, Mr. Chicane ? 
Chicane. In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheſhire, I truſt 
you'll Jet no tender qualm prevent the execution of it, in 
«aſe the young man, this Eugene, (hall refuſe io marry you. 
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Mrs. C. Tender qualms ! you're a good lawyer, I be. 
eve, Mr. Chicane, but you are little read in the heart of 
a woman. No, Sir ; the more we love, the more we 
when that love is lighted. And am not I right, Sir ? not 
a better filled cheeſe ſhop in the Borough than mine. What 
— fellow have ? and pray, Sir, an't I a wife for 

man ? | 

Chicane. Wiſe ! ay, and a good wife too, Mrs. Che- 
ſhire. And what's better, there's plenty of you. 

Mrs. C. Ah ! that's what my poor dear huſband uſed 
to ſay. The good ſoul died of a ſurſeit at the London 
Tavern. Aye, mere curds and whey; — wouldn't do fer 
a city feaſt. Delicate as Parmeſan, Mr. Chicane. 
wife ſays he, you're an honour to Tooley:ſtreet. A noble 


Cheſhire caſt iv a Dutch mould. If be till refuſes my 


hand ard property.—— 

Chi. To priſon he goes. Yes, I have pot a bailiff that 
I think will have him. Tes, my bailiff's an agreeable fel- 
low. Tom Touch has a moſt taking way with him. Yes, 

yes, he'il ſlcep in the King's Bench to night. 


Mrs. C. Aye, «s ſure as you have two cars upon your 


bead, Mr, Chicane. 
Chi. Then he's ſafe enough. (AJſidr.) | 
Mrs. C Yes, yes, to priſon he goes; and I think] 
am right, Sir. 
Chi. Right! if not, Madam, I would not be concern- 
ed for you. I like to be on the tight fide; and in 17 
laſt cauſe particularly, I lent an ear to jultice She 1 
ver repaired it though. ( Aide.) 3 
Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, riſe——0O ! I hope the 
poor beaſts have fed. A tolerable pull to draw you and 
me in 2 gigg from London. 
Chi. Only two hours and four minutes. You are an ex- 
cellent driver, Mrs. Cheſhire. | 


Mrs. C. A pretty work, Sir, in ſuch weather, d- 
ing my gigg after a fellow! I proteſt, Sir. though my | 


dear hnſband had a confirmed aſthma, and was fixty-eight 


when he died, I gave myſelf more trouble about this E- 
gene, though the fellow is in ſound health, and is ooly | 


twenty · four. | : | 
Chi. All from your good nature, Mrs, Cheſbue- ,. 


Mrs. C. Oh! If me poor dead huſband was alive—— 


But he's better where he is. 


wa, & 


"T7 = 7 
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S O N G. | 

Jn choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 

Id oot have a man would grow old in a trice: 

Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a foo, 

But one that could buſtle and ſlir in my hop. 

A log I'll avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 

And a fork, that might gobble up all that I had: 


Joch ſuitors L've had, Sir —but off they might hop, 


l wart one that can buſtle and flir in my ſhop. 


Thel ad in my eye istheman to my mind, 

8o handſome, ſo young, fo po'ite and fo kind 

Wich ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pop, 

He's the man that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 
SCENE II. A Chomber. 

Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 

Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe's come, Mrs. Cheſhire is 

come, and brought an attorney upon him. How he will be 

lurpriſed! A letter is ker harbioger, and they'll be here 

in hve minutes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Comp. j had got a ation Tous | you ſent for her, Sir 


Telix. 


dir Fel. IJ knew I'd ſurpriſe you. Ha, ha, ha — Wel 


fee how he'll fight it out. Egad d they'll ſurpriſe him. 


How finely he'll be hampered ! an ideal rival on ene ide, 
and a real attorney on the other. Ha, ha. ha! 

Comp. and tantalized with forbidden fruit in the re- 
meting affedion of my Laura. 

Sir Fel. Ay, but when J ſaatch him from the attorrey 
and the fat cheeſemorger, and bleſs him with an affluent 
tor une and his dear Laura, how he'll be then ſurpriſed ! 

Comp Why certainly the winding up will be the beſt 
of the joke. 

Sir Fel. Joke! I live in a joke. A hearty lag & ay 


| leaſe of happineſs; and on the farm of ſan I Il be a te- 


naut for life. 
$s O N S. 


Sir Feli x. Some love great bowls to quaff. 


Some like a dog and gun; 
| C 
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1 love hearty laugh. 

Give me a bit of fun. 
I lik'd a maiden's 
And after ber did run: 
| I t00k her in my arms, 
Says I—ve'll have ſome fun. 
With laugh and joke and play, 

A TE 
Cr 


get an ae | 


E up. 
Laura. I won't return to Sir Felix in ſuch a perturbed 
ſtate of mind. Company, converſation is ? — 


. Well, Lingo, my weſpech to Sir Felix, aod | ſtul 
honour of waiting on him at ſupper. 


I am the batler. Do, pray, Sir, come in to me 
. You'll be beartily welcome to Domine Felix, 
I'm ſare; 3 005 OO ING DEI bays ies B's fare; 
for I took two glaſſes juſt now at the fide board. 


| you. 
ſomething, I know a lintle too. You nave ſtudied. Pray 


you an Oxocnian, or « Cantab ? 


uſumque ſcieme ? what need have I of ſo much knov- 


Sir, tis I chat am to wait on him at ſupper, 


5 take another. Prins, 
Mr. Lingo. 


ledge ? No one liſtens to we but Cowllip the dry -; 


* 


A 


” 
- ee 


> V 


Sa 


| PRE 
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1 I admire ber fapience, for ſhe's us docile un 2 young e- 
lephant. 


| Tay rag, merry derry, perciwig and hatband, 


Hic, hoc, horom genetivo ! 
Can I decline 
A aymph divine ? 
Her voice as a finte is dulcis ; 
Her oculis bright, ; 
Her manus white, | 
And foft, when I cat, her pulſe is, 
corum, &c. 
Oh how bella ! 
My poella ! 
Til kifs ſecula feculorum : 
H I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benediftoram! ! | 
Clor,—Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, - 
Harum fcarum, Divo ! | 


| Tag rags werry dery, perrivig and hatband, 


Hic, hoc, horum geactivo ! 
Enter Thomas. 
Eug. Well, Thomas: 
Thomas. Ide been taking » mug of ale a+ the Grifin, 
Sir; and a lady juſt come from London defired me to give 


| you harthere lener. LExir, 
— 


Sir, 
„1% 1 could fay dear Engenez but you know you 
© are unworthy of ſuch + ated adn 
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„ obliges me to repeat the offer of my hand, which i 
6 you again re ject, my attorney bas inſtruQions 10 ſve 


« you for the money my goedneſs lent to your neceſſity. 
** Yours, if you pleaſe, Marctry Cuegnny. 
% P. S. I and my attorney will be with you immedi. 


& ately.” | 


Sdcath! to be peſtered at ſuch a time with ſuch a fil · 
ſome, teazing old fool! her caſh that ſhe abſoluely for- · | 


ccd upon me What G. all I do with her, a filly, ridicu- 
lou — Eh! egad! iuppoſe 1— ia, ha, ha!—a thought 
litixes me. It will iuvolve her in a ridiculous fituation,— 
I'll procure her a more honourable reception than ſhe ex- 
pects Ha, ha, ha? Yes. Thomas ſhall ſet it a-going 
hie“ the family. I' tell it 10 him as a ſecret, and he'll 


tell it over the houſe, and the more marvellous the eaſer 


iwel.owcd. 
-'nfer Thomas 
hama g. O Sir I've been looking for you. The Lady 


| got lee as foci: ws her letter. She's in the linke parkour, | 


Eug. Hush! 
The. Sx —— 
Eug. lhomas, I know you're heneſt. 
Tho. That 1 am, Sir, as any ſervant in 


Eus. I bomas can you ſhut that door; can you lech if 


à great ſecret? 
Tbs. Leave me alone for that, Sir. 


Eug. 0 Jhomas, it's ci the groatelt conſequecne. I 


known, it may lay our country in ruin. 
T7 bo. I wont tell a word of it, Sir. 


Eug. Not for your joul— { hen, you muſt knaw-— e, 
| this way—that lady that gave you the letier, and thats 


no in the little parlour, is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 
The. A Princeis, 1 wy 
Eug. The Princcfs Ruſtifolti, She foaght a del 
Tho. A Princeſs fight a duel ! 


Eug With a-gre>t Coant of the holy Reman Empice. | 


phe ws run through the {: word arm - but the noble Counts 
wounds were {aid to be mortal; fo the has fled to Egg 


| land for ſafety : and if the's diicovered, we mult give hu 
up: then Thomas, ell be beheaded, | N 


Tu. Poor noble foul ! 


1 * 


* 


— 8 


— 


aner e 


| And if ſhe's taken, her bead will be chopped off. Not a 


— 
- 


tte great lady in the little parTour is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 


” 2 + + De et. 
- 
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' Eug. Ay, Thomas; ſuch a Princeſs! knows: all lan- 


grages, and Englith moſt correctly. New, Thomas, if you 


mention thig— 
The, Me! not for 
Enter Fringe. 
. Huſh ! not a word, eſpecially to a woman. [Exit. 
Fr. And' why not to a woman pray ? 
Tho, Becauſe it's a ſecret, 
Fr. A ſecret! I muſt know it. 
Tho. O. Mrs Fringe, if you would not ſpeak of t— 
Fr. Come, tell me. 
Tho. Then you muſt know ſhut the door—this way 


Fr. A Princeſs! 
Tho. I be Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky- She killed two 
Counts of the holy Roman Emperor. She's here incog.— 


word of that, Mrs. Fringe; for it's a raſcally thing to tell 
a thing once you're intruſted with it. 

Fr. So it is indeed, Thomas ——(£x:t Thomas) 

A Princeſs! III wait upon her. — prefer me to 
be one of her maids of honour. 

Enter John. 

John. Did you ſee Mr. Lingo ? I want ſome cake and 
wine for this ſtrange gentle woman here in the parlour, 

Fr. Gentle woman! well, 1 find ſome people know 
more of {ome people than ſome people. But when people 
intruſt people with people's ſecrets, people are not to tell 
them to all the people meet. 

John. Hey ! the devil! what a croud of people's here! 

Fr. Eh! no, we're alone. ſhut the door —Jcha, it 
you knew yon won't tell any body? 

John. Tell! did I tell of Ho bottle of burot claret the 
oth:r night, though I ſtole it from Mr. Lingo mylelf. 

Fr No, you have diſcretion, John —John, chat gen- 
tlewoman, as you call her, is but it is the greateſt ſc» 
cret—he is the gre. t Reſſian Priacels Ruſky Fulky! | 

Join, The Prince's Ruſky Fugky ! 

Fr. She was ſet upon by five holy Roman Empires.— 
The dear laty had nothing but her fan and her fciffars ; 
and with thelc [hc defended her honour, with her back 
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_—_—— holy Roman Empires 
ſaid, ſhe would have had - 


John. Her life in danger! damme! if I'd well for kale 


a crown. 


Fr. I believe you, John. tante 


told you, only I know ds 


Jahn. Can one get any thing by it though ? 
Cow. Whar cram in waned for the momig, 
1 
Cow. 4 1 
' ts. 1 ſhould 't have thought of 
| Jobs. (Bell rings. 
Jobn. Zounds ! I forgot the wine and cake for the 


I could diſcover — 

| Cory. I don't care what you diſcover of me. Why did 
Mr. Lingo tell then? | 

Foa. What? 

Cw. O, — 


— TE than to curſe and 


ſwear to innocent women, becauſe they don't underſtand : 


me, 

Cow. Does Mr. Lingo do fo ? certain and ſore de does 
come out with his nouns ſometimes. 
9 you the ſecret if you'll a 
Cow. Ods-daiſy ! but l' buff him; will that do? 1'lt 


K. ſecret is (Bell rings.) Coning!—das't 
. We've 2 great Princeſs in the houſe. 


UT SUL .c- 


Prin—gad! I'd like to have popt it out. Ah, Conſip - 


— 8 mighty proud of his wig. Now what's | 


a. G -” & 2X a = 


| jaſte to the laws, or all the ſports will be over, and Cud- 
\ dn my ſwcer heart gone home, or mayhap dance with a- 
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A Pe ! ods daily 1 that Gne. 


Roxky Fucky 


oother girl. —Joba and Mr. Lingo.—Ah I after all, I find 
Cudden has frimmed the cream of my affeRions. 
S ON G.—Tane, Corn Rigs are bonny. 
Lord, what care 1 for mam or dad ? 
Why let'em ſcold and bellow ! 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſach a charming fellow. 
The laſt fair day on Gander-green 
The youth he danc'd fo well o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 
Says he, my dear, I'll fee you home, 
[ thank'd the charming fellow. = 
We trug'd along, the moon hone bright, 
Says he, if you Il not tell - o, 
I'll kiſs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what a charming fellow ! 
You rogue, ſays I, ve ſtop'd 
ann | 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death. 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 
O bere comes Mr. Lingo, with bis gibberih and his oon- 


A Enter Lingo. 
, Lin. O my ſwecteſt of Cowſlips, dulcis puella ? by my 
1 your autic Caleb ſings Io F- 
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„ What do you ſay, you're in pain to fee me M. 
Lin. Gerunds, declenſions, verbs and adrerbs. 
Cow. * not ha thought of your herbs. | 
Lm. Aid me, amor, the eight parts of ſpeech ] 
Tar, plural, nouns and pronouns ! Or * 
Cow. Mr Lingo, 1 does ot love curſing and ſwearing, | 
Lin. Nominativo hanc, hunc et hoc. of 
Cow. Hock again ! Your drunk with hock for my par 
I belizvz. I defire you'll ha* done, do. 
| | (Gives him 4 uſd. 
Lin. Ha' done, do | Hear this you azure woods, you 
purliog pins, you verdant skies, you cryſtal ſwain, ye | 
feathered fourtains, tinkling groves, you cooing kids, ye 
capering doves ! ſhe's in the imperative mood. O damu- 
tus, obilinatus mulier / | | 
Cow. Doe you ſay I'm a Gamn'd obftinate mule ?— 
How dare you call me names ? III pull your wig for you, | 
that's what 1 will. Pult bis wy, 
Lin. If my ſcholars were to ſee me now, they'd never | 
let me whip them again in ſæcula ſ:culorum. | | 
Cow. For all your lorums and larning, I could lam 
you ſomewhat, if I had a mind, Mr Schoolmaſter, but iti 
a greater ſecret, or I could tell you the big lady in thelit- 
tle parlour in the Princeſs Ruſky Fulky ! how ſhe killed | 
| ſeven whole Roman Emperors z and how ſhe' Il be hanged 
ia chains if ſhe's catch d; and 1 cou d have told your- | 
very word if I pleaſed ; but you ſhan't know a fylldbubof 
it from me, that you ſhan't, Mr Schoolmaſter. [ Exit. 
Lin. Multum in parvo. What a diſcreet ſlut it 0 
know all this, and wouldn't tell even me, bccauſe ina 
ſecret! The Princeſs Rusky Fosky in our bouſe! thin | 
indeed a ſecret, pro bono publico. This cou ſlip is the e- 
ry flower, the daify-down-dilly of dairy maids! 
a 
Of all the pretty flowers, | 
| A Cowſlip's my delight: 
Wich chat I'd paſs my hours, 
Bath morning, noon and nigtt. 
| To be ſure 1 
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This Gowlip ſmcIl'd ſo ſweetly, | 
And lock d fo freſh and gay, 


TW” 3 & PF 


A 


| ined. 


" . _ . . ©” 8 


Says l, you're drefs'd ſo neatlyy 


Bulle play. 
a * 


[ Fug. So, as 1 expected, my ſecret has gone through 
te family, and my 


cheeſemonger is a Ruſſan Princels. 
Enter Laura. p 
Lau. O Eugene, 1 hear Sir Felix's ſon is actually ar- 


I bid an eternal adieu to you and 


' Lav. Do you leave the country, Eugene? 


. Can 1 lay to fee my deareſt Lavra——thiok 
vhat 1 would ſay. Ol 
Eug. Sir Felix's fon is arrived, and—Can 1 ſee you 


| inthe arms of another? 


Las. Ah, Eugene, if you go—do you, can you thiok 
Jour Laura will ſtay behind ? 


26 THE AGREFABLE 8UReRIge 
Lan. I aſk your pardon, Sir.—1 fee my e - 


ſhan't be vogratefal 0 Sir Felix, —TU give mp. | 


he commands, thovgh my heart may 


burſt, —Oh * 
I did e think you'd uſe me dbu. ; 
| S0 N CG. 
Ah! why take back 35358 
Or wiſh to part with mine ? 
My heart is fill your willing ſlave, 
5 Ne 
A bird whoſe vows did firſt engage, 
Tho? anxious to remain, 
Znamour d of its golden cage, 
You'd now let looſe again. 
You lull'd me in a dream of love, 
A gay illufre ſhew. 
And when the ſubſtance I would prove, 
You wake me into woe. 
__ as 1 cannot bear this, and fear love muſt den 


— AC 


face he world with me? 


My Laura, wile thee eral the ras, 
For poor Eugene quit home and caſc, 


Till ties clear up and ſlorms fublide, 
And peace returns her deve ; 
If Conſtancy, &c. 


| 
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SCENE af 

Nas and diſcovers Mrs Cheſhire fitting down, Lin- 
go, John and William ceremoniouſly waiting. | 
| L ae My paticace is almoſt wearied out. Very 
Thange I can't fee Eugene, Oh dear! a glaſs of wa- 
ſa, if you pleaſe. 

| 1 Yes, Madam. 

Ling. Madam! . John doa't know ſhe's a princeſs ; and 


Lia. Do you teach me, that have teached hundreds ? 

docentum, you vile lictor ! take your face out of 

go. An't I the domeſtic god, the very Lary 

the fanfly ? go. (Exit John.) Don't be afraid No- 
knows you but me. 

Ae Theſe Kemiſk ſervants ure very cl, 

Enter with a bowl. 


45 rere - 


k 8 1 
| "Ma. c. reverence 
Lin. Take the glaſs, pleaſe your catholic mejet. 
| Mr. C. II 
Lia. leave ents. 
| „„ 
Ii. Cream ! you ſhallow Pomona ! 
Cew. Well, till now L always thought your great Ruſ- 
lags wore whiſkers. 
Lin. Pak mind that girl, moſt learned Mufty. She's 
Enter John, with cake. 
1 — — 
Mr Lingo, I was — 
14 1 do not love a common Demoſlhenus. 
abn. Sir, 1 | 
„ (Exit John.) 
! canus io our domus. 
Mrs C. T his is wine. 3 
I 2 
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Some cake for your faithful majeſty. 
Mrs C. My majeſty ! O, this is 
ſem a letter juſt now from the Griffia to Mr 
Lin. You ſent it! Yes, he got a letter from the 
—— Four grace's holineſa. 
Mrs C. My grace's holineſs ! pray barkee, Sir, dee 
your maſter tolerate you to—but I—]'m cool. — 
Lin. Cool ! ſhe wants the Ruſſian ſtore. We hare c 


| 


get you & chaffing diſh of hot coals for your ſubline 

port. Cent. 

Enter Fringe. 

Fr. (Kneeling Pleaſe your highnefs ! 
Se 


Fr. I am my young lady's o woman, your 1 


Mrs C. I am no royal highneſs, madam. | 


Fr. O! 1 know your royal hbighnefs very well; bu 


ſoch in England, great Onoman ; bat I'll immediacy | 


I'd ſcore to betray your royal bighaels, as it was in de 
Mrs C. 1 kill the Roman Emperors ! | | 
Fr. A Ruſſian Princeſs !—Give me our own rol fa | 

mily after all! | 


1 

Mrs C. All mad in this houſe, I believe. 
Enter Lingo, with a chak. 

Lin. You will have the het coals preſently. In the 


mean time throw this Ruſſian fur cloak over yeu. Mr 
Compton wore it in your cold Eaſter ports. You ver 
wounded in the ſword-arm, great Ruſtiſuſtĩ. 

Mrs C. Yes, this ſeilow's mad (Aide ) 

Lin. Thoſe Roman Emperors that attacked you wer 
mere '['a:quins, depend upon it. That chair is 100 lov. 
for vour highneis. Here is another. It i higher al 
more fiticr for your eminence. 

Enter Thomas (AKneels.) 
7 Your hig hneſs is diicovered. (#t:iſpering:) 


| 


e 
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Mrs C. Highneſs ! all mad. I've got into bedlam 
ſore. La. 

Lin. ( Laying hold of Thomas.) Whiſper a princcls ? 


Lin. Whar? | 


Tat a0 ary and 5 bi the 


ins C. Open the door. 
Su quiet, great Ruſtifuſti. 


E Am 1 0 be ſhut op vere with madman ? O 


Mrs C. Opeo the door I ſay. 
Lin. Yes, ſhe'll ſhoot the attorney, Stay, 
up here. Now prime, 


perſon's known re you" ſafe by the laws of boſpi- 


„ Stand out of the way, Domiae Feliz, vill Rulli- | 
fuſti ſnoots the 


attorney. 
Gem. Why his is Mrs Cheſhire, our Southwark 


Lin. A cheeſemonger ! O Coclum et terra! and have 
I ſtudied Syntax, Cordery, Juveual, and Triſtram Shandy 
to ſerve wine on my knee to a mighty cheeſemonger !— 
Bot there is one thing I can ever forgire in lxcala frcu- 


lorum. 


Com. What's that, Lings? 
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Enter Chicane. 

Chi. So, ſo, the party has abſconded. 

Mrs C. Eugene ! 

Sir Fel. My fon run away! 

Chi. With the young lady of the houſe I chink. 
Com. My daughter! 

Sir Fel. Tol, lol, lol! —Ha, ha, ba ! This is 
To avoid each other, gone off together. Ha, ha, ha! 


I am fo happy. 
Enter Eogene and Lanta. 


Sir Fel. So, you ran awiy to be married, I ſuppoſe ? 
Eug. Wich that intention, Sir, I confeſs 
Lau. Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine; but EU- 
genes mind is replete with honour, and he has made me 
a proſelyte. O Sir! he has my affeQions. I here re- 
turn to my obedience, with hopes a ſon of yours will ne- 
13 my hand, when my heart is poſſeſſed by ano- 


Sir Fel. Refuſed a fine girl rather than violate the ties 
of hogour and gratitude !—My Eugene: my ſon ! take 
the bleſſing of a father; — Rd 


you. 
Fug (Fo Compton) Sir! 
Can. 2 Eugene. Sir Felix claims your filial 
duty. . - 
Eug. [ am ſurpriſed! , 
Sir Fel. Yes. 1 love to ſurpriſe people. 
Lau. Dear Sir! (ts Sir Pale) your bag and for 
givenels ({Knzeiing.) 
Sir Fel. 1 His right is prior to mine. 
Lau. Mr Compion 
Com. Yes, Laura, in me you behold an affectionate 
parent; bat next ty heaven you owe your thanks te that 
ben2vvient man. 
Ars CF. Weil, IN be revenged if it coſt me half the 
cheeſe in my hop. 
vir F. l. Stay, widow. Egad! Tre ſurptiſed you. 
Bappoſe you ſurpriſe me in turu, and marry the 1 
Ale C. Lon Mir Chicane is an bonelt man, but— 
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Lin. I hear of 2 wedding going to be, Domine Felixs 


paic of 


Sir Fel. Let me have no more of your damn'd God- 
| freys and Gaba luſſus. Lay the cloth and ſurpriſe us with 


Yer flill be it ſtill my greateſt joy 
13 With bleſſings to ſurpriſe my friends. 
= 3 ©. at 88 
Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night ; 
What bleſſing in good-bumour lies ! 
Aud yield moge ſweet delight, 
| And poſes yield mage ſwan delight 
Lau. In pareſt robes of radiant light, 
Diana, Ceres, Hymen, come! 
You've bleſe d the day, fo crown the night, 
0 Our birth day, wedding, harveſt home? 
\ Cho,——Each jovial heart, &c. &c. 


MC. Great Ruſtifuſty now no more, 
> Nor Ruſſia princeſs here it cg 
Bat widow Cheſhire as before, 
. Avd for a huſband Kill a-gog! | 
1 C56. — Lach joyiat heart, &c. &c. 
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Comp. - Uacertain yet our poet's fate, 

[is your award muſt fix bis dear! 
Avpland ! 1 with joy be'll celebrate 
Our birth day, wedding, ne 
For omne bene be applics, 
He's na- -ALLIVE in critic's paw 3 
th' aGRESABLE 6URPRISE, 


And ſpare him for bu gon 1 Law ! 


THE END. 


